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January I, I$9I 


THE UNBROKEN CHAIN. 

We shlept this chain out 

From the dark tunel of the Holocaust, 

From the trageties of the gl^fcoes, 

From the deep undergrounds in the forests, 

From the hidings in the barns, 

From the concentration camps and gas chambers, 

From the frozen Sybir of Rusia. 

We shlept this chain out . 

The chain with names aW events 

The chain of hope and loveteifte chain of dignity and believe. 
Our golden chain of Jidishkeit. 

We brought it here 

For you to learn and know 

For you to charish and commomorate. 

So you could build a better life 
For us all. 


I know it is sad and very upseting 
But if I could live through it 
You must read it 

To learn how to deal with future events. 
AND NEVER AGAIN, 
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Action: 

murdered 



Chasing Jews out from their homes by Nazis, to be 
or kept in concentration camps. 

Herrous Get out. 

Schnell Quickly 

This action, one of the first, was witnessed by my uncle, 
Nuchim, a builder, who was coming from work and heard a commotion 
through roofs, an attic window. He saw my aunt, Chave, her apron 
still wet (always washing with 3 little girls) . She was chased out 
into the street, with the baby Feigele, in her arms. Little Cirele 
and Lejeah, were barefoot, clutching her apron. He came to our 
home in a state of shock, told us the story, and vanished. 

There was a rumor that a big giant was roaming the forest 
around Ponar where the killings were done. 

An action 

In the darkness of the night, or during the day. 

They burst in — suddenly, swiftly and so efficiently. 

The Germans clicking boots, cracking whips, 
barking dogs, shooting guns. 

They stormed into our lives. 


"Herrous, Herrous" 

We froze with fright. 

It's an action. 

The screams of horror were muffled 
with a slap, a bang, or the crack of a whip. 
"Schneller, schneller" no need for clothes or food. 
There will be plenty in the labor camps. 

Mothers from their hot stoves and pots, 
in despair, weeping, gathered their own 
poor innocent children, scared, 
from their sleep or play. 

No time for socks and shoes. 


And men gazing into pointed guns 

with hatred, but so helpless, 

trying to shield their women, to no avail. 

Shouts — commands — and cracking whips 
The beaten Jews leave their homes and goods 
Form columns as wide as the cobblestone street. 
Where to? 

There is a rumble and a fight, 
and then - boom, boom, boom. 

Silence — children's ears and eyes are covered 
to shield them from the horrors of the Nazi. 

For how long? 
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Young men's bodies are carried out. 

At the synagogue, white shawled Jews are praying. 
Germans stop. 

Lovingly the "Torahs" are carried out with a prayer. 
"Shemah Yisroel" 

The dogs found a 12 year old 

hiding under a bed, 

with blood gushing from his legs. 

He runs into the crowd. 

Like an arrow, a young mother dashes back 
to her hidden baby. 

Comes back to face their fate - together. 

With his bare hands, a young, strong man 
tries to fight back. 

His body left for the dogs. 

Oh God, where is the rest of the world? 

So blind and deaf and silent. 

When are the bombs going to fall 
like manna from heaven. 

Send it down right now!! 








%1Y GRANDMOTHER, THE HERO 


My grandmother always wore a black dress, 

Her hair, always piled high on her head. 

Like a crown, it was white. 

White as her Shabbos tablecloth. 

Adorned with her shinniest candlesticks t 
And when she blessed her Shabbos candles, 
there was a glow around her. 

A glow of strength, wisdom and goodness. 

Her kitchen was a place of wonder, 

Filled with iron black,bellypots, 

Flour, dough, potatoes and chickens 
Big breads, challeh, koogels and cakes. 

How did she do it? Bore seven children, 

Supervised a workshop and store, 

Where you could buy pots and pans. 

She never gave up that little shul 
Her husband founded and was a shames. 

A shill always filled with old and poor. 

My grandmother's table was the longest in town, 
surrounded by her family and friends, old and poor. 

There with her prayers and g Cod food',she'dished out love 

While she poured tea from a gleaming somovar. 

For me, the best were the quite Shabbos afternoons, 

When from the big and worn out Sidur 

She would read to me and translate, full of inspiration. 
There was a rumor that she knew her Torah better 
than some learned men, And in those days, : 
ifwas very hard to believe. 

I don't remember/exactly what she said. 

But I will never forget her sparkling eyes 
Her sweet voice, her slo*/, gentle smile and 
understanding mind. 

And I admired her and loved her so! 

And her koogles and cakes were good too. 

And than the Nazis came into Vilno. 

Her family like limbs torn away from her 

And she remained like a tree with tornout branches. 

Full of pain, but she never gave up caring for poor and old 









KnowLg la'? the Ghett ° 

a*, 1 St one to eat. 

"They^re^ak • 9afce ' ° ne day m Y little 

Through the steam?" BUby aw 4" ■ tSC cried " 

Sots; streets we rushed 

victims (or the e s i?M d h ? nd hel Pless 

to PersiaJ^hTs'V^ 

Please don’t take hlr ihe " lth the guns 

„? ha kinde" my qranme ia sti11 strong” 

I must go and look said calmly, 9 
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-^e wii? aXs y rI m r a a in m0th r a ” ay 

y remain myhero". 
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she owned a y st??2 dm ° ther ’ s "Me was Lea n 

and B ans. St0,re «udnicka » 6 , in rtioh^helSld^pots 

Her address was Rudnicka 9-11 Vi , 

11 Vl lno, Poland 
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THE DIRTY WASH 


In a big barn full of dirty laundry, 

We, Jewish women-slaves, 

Bending over huge washtubs 

And washing, scrubbing and boiling 

Our enemies dirty underwear. 

Outside in the yard, pacing up and down 
An SS man with a loaded gun. 

Inside - to make us work harder 
A black-booted, crack - whipping Aufseherin 

How I hated that ugly witch 

And the snake like burning wounds. 

I was ready to wring her neck 

And scorch her body with boiling water. 

NO, I won’t give the Germans a reason to kill us 
I will wait . . . soon when the war is over . . 
To shield myself from the bitter reality 
I rewoke my memories from just a month ago. 

When the food was good and plenty at home, 

The enjoyment of a new dress or hairdo. 

The new song I listen on my radio 

and the intimate talks with my friends 

About the new desires of a fifteen year old. 

And the excitement of an evening in the theatre 
Watching our beautiful star Raisell 
Dancing in her red high boots 
Or singing her romantic songs. 

To assess our degradation 

All you had to do is look at ou r star now. _ 

E[ond, sensitive, slim and still beautiful 
Bending over a filthy washtub, 

Under a watchful eye of a jealous 
and ugly and mean German whore. 

Swiftly the black snakelike whip 
landed on our beloved Raisell T s body. 

Her face landed into the filthy, sudsy tub 
Fainted . . . 


*Women Warden 







The screams and the shouts from the angry women 
Could rise the roof of the barn. 

As we all rushed to revive our beloved 

We turned over tubes, spilled water 

And scattered laundry in the mud^j_ 

Suddenly we faced a barrel of a gun 

The S German"was ready to shoot, that was his orders 

But then who is going to do his laundry. 

"Shnell, shnell arbeit sie, arbeit s 

The soldier roared and pulled 

the frightened witch out of the bam. 


"Arbeit" - work 
"Shnell" - quick 

ester gastwirth 

bom Dykman in Vilno, Poland 






THE GARDENS 


I was lucky - I got a good job. 

At early dawn I left the ghetto, 

Twelve Jewish women 

and a SS - man with his gun. 

We marched the familiar streets of Vilna, 

Gone was the hustle and bustle of a busy town, 
and children running around in play. 

No more happy jingle bells on the sleighs 
Only empty streets, blind windows, dead town. 

Near the big church on Ostrobramska 
black shawled women spilled into the street 
to be picked up by German soldiers 

They unveiled the frightened women, chose some young ones 
And dragged them to a nearby whore house, 

Special for the officers opposite where we worked. 

As we entered the gardens of the convent. 

We were blinded by the diamond snow 

Brilliant sunshine - I forgot such beauty exists, 

So much whiteness, cleanliness and space. 

Our job was to throw snow around from a hill. 

With shovels and rakes 
Given to us by an old gardener 

With a long white beard and very, very sad blue eyes. 


Suddenly we screamed and jumped off the hill. 

There was s|noke and odor coming out from under the snow. 

The gunmen roared with laughter. 

He knew it was manuer. 

Soon we just had to get used to it. 

And started to pass our time conversing. 

I was in good company, a nice, better class of women 

Some teachers, actresses and an opera singer 

"Gone With The Wind 11 was discussed in detail 

I soaked in plenty of ^holom Alaichom and Peretz 

The beautiful aries from Aida and Carmen 

Touched my ears and heart 

At the most cruel time of my life. 






The snow melted in the spring of 42, 

While we planted new tender sippling from the hothouse 

and thought sadly, "Will we see the fruits? 11 

And wished the Germans should not eat them either. 

On a day in April, while laying on my stomach 
Planting cumumbers, raddishes and onions, 

Bitter tears were dropping straight into the ground. 

I just found out of the tragic death of the Warshaw Getto. 

ESTHER GASTWIRTH DYKMAN 


Vilno, Poland 
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EVENING IN THE GHETTO 


On the dark steps, high up in the attic 

We gathered - old friends 

To gaze at the moon and the stars 

And send a message to the world, 

n Help come to the rescue, 

the Germans are killing us!" 

In the dark corners the boys whispered 
M Where can we get a gun, and how much?" 

"Can we make it ourselves, where can I get parts?” 

"When is my turn to leave the Ghetto?” • 

This was never discussed loud 
But we all knew . . . 

And because we were young 
Someone started and we all followed 
With our favored romantic song. 

Soon the boys joined us. 

Hugs and kisses were exchanged; 

Some paired off in the corners 

to grab a moment of bitter happiness. 

"When are we going to see each other?” 

”W T hich one of us in going to die first?” 

The soft sound of the harmonica 
With our heart-breaking songs 

Mixed with whispered news about our brave man 
who traveled from the underground into the Ghetto 
To guide us, and keep up our hope. 

Suddenly there comes the shrill of our police whistle 

We scattered hurriedly through narrow streets, broken walls 

Or over roofs of our Ghetto 

To reach your designated sleeping place. 

And if you didn’t hurry 

there wasn’t a place for you to sleep at all. 

And then - among heavy snoring and coughing - 

and babies crying 

You held your breath and prayed 

For the young brave man 

In the rolling wagons, underneath the garbage. 

Or in the caskets with the dead bodies. 

Leaving the Ghetto to join the underground 
To fight the enemy for us all! 


ESTHER DYKMAN-GASTWIRTH 
from Vilno, Poland 


Pll Redacted 





DINA KOPELMAN'S STORY 


fO 


One evening I returned to the Ghetto and found a hush in our usually lou{/^ and crowded 
house. As I walked through the rooms, I heard whispers; "Back from Ponar . T 
entered our little room I used to share with my sister. Now it housed two families. 


There was somebody on the bed; and a doctor bending over a woman. I recognized the 
pale face of Dina Kopelman. She was a teacher and recently married a widower 
with two sons. She came to our home for a shiva call. 


Now she lay on our bed full of fclood and*mud. The doctor straigthened himself up 
and said "She is not injured, lets hope she will be alright. Let her sleep." We 
tiptoed till the middle of the night. 

Wher\Dina finally opened her eyes, her face twisted like a Greek tragedy mask. 
Slowly our cousin Mania stroked her hand and spoke to her softly. Dina started to 
shake and mumble and tears were streaming down her muddy face. Through groans and 
sighs we got the horrow story about the murders in Ponar. 

During a recent action, Dina with her husband and two sons found herself marching 
and being chased towards Ponar with hundreds and hundreds of Jews. 

Columns and columns of young and old and children mercilessly driven to their 
death by the well dressed and presumably intelligent Germans. 

The Rabbis, with the Torahs held high - sang. Soon they entered the forest of the 
Ponar. They were told they are going to a labor camp. It was getting dark and 
there was a strong smell in the air. 

Suddenly they found themselves above rows and rows of digs. There was a lot 
of shooting and bodies started to fall into the digs. There were yelling an 
screaming and with "SHMAH ISRAEL" the Jews were falling into the digs. Dina 
was pulled into the grave by her husband and son. 

She fainted. When she opened her eyes there were bodies on top of her. She could 
also see the stars, she was also sprinkled with the smelly white powder.^ There 
were faint moans and groans from dying Jews. She crawled out as it wasn t deep. 
She crawled towards the trees. She can’t remember how she reached the Ghetto. 

She was still in a shock. 


[ was listening and now I believed that my father was shot in Ponar. It was so 
iard to believe that a people, a nation, was capable of such gruesome murders, 
fe were all shocked and it was so difficult to comprehend; have they all gone 
:razy? 


We didn't notice that there were people in the doorway. Soon the tragic stor> 
of Dina Kopelman was all over the ghetto.' We heard before reports and stories 
about the killing in the Ponar forest, but it was hard to believe. Till now, 
it hit us. 


The young ones were announcing bravely 
a lot were running to the underground, 
for the war to end soon. 


n We are not going like sheep to Ponar. And 
NoTeveryone made it. Some were hoping 


"As soon as the United States and England find out they will rescue us". As time 
went by, a lot of our faces were turned into a tragic mask, reflecting e 
gruesome horrors we witnessed. 


ESTHER DYKM4N GASTWIRTH 




ODE TO MY STEPMOTHER 


a 


She came into our household when she was most needed 
By my father, who just lost his young sickly wife 

and by my three year old sister who was too young not to have a mother. 
Only I, at fourteen, didn’t welcome a stepmother. 

She brought order and happiness into our home 
and her dear Janie. 

My stepmother’s name was Liza Gershater. 

Her own mother died when Liza was born 
and Janie was her wet nurse. 

Janie lost her own baby, and Liza took her place. 

Janie had an honorary place in our household. 

As soon as the Germans invaded our town 
They took my father away 

and Janie could not stay with us - she was an Arian. 

Both women cried bitterly and Janie made a promise 
”1 will come back as soon as they leave” 

They both agreed . . . 

Then the tragic night came - the night of the first action 
When during the night four streets with Jews vanished . . . 

In the morning, we ran away - toward Janie’s sister’s home. 

"Don’t worry” Liza said, ’’Janie will hide us.” 

Liza was certain of her family bonds. 

As soon as we were spotted, Janie cried out 
"You must leave, we have no place for you.” 

"My brother-in-law doesn’t like Jews, he will call the Germans.” 

Liza couldn’t believe her ears, not her Janie 

"But we are like family, when did he change?", lamented Liza 
"He never liked the Jews, only he didn’t show it." 

Liza cried like she just lost her mother 
all over again . . . 

No time for tears and sorrow 

Rejected by everyone, condemned to what? 

Germans whim? 

Facing a gun-barrel and whip 

We joined long sorrowful columns of Jews 
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Dragging heavily and slowly towards - what? 

Bewildered, shocked - is this real? 

Are these human being in grey uniforms commending us? 

It was hard to believe . . . 

We were pushed into Vilner Ghetto 

With just a little hope in our grieving hearts . . . 

In our tragic hard life, I and my stepmother became friends. 
Liza cared for us like a mother. 


In September of 1943 


When my sister turned eight years old 

Liza made her a birthday party. She got all the children together 
and did the best - "Children must know some joy." 

I could not understand that. We all knew that our end was nearing . . . 
And then on Rosh Hashana morning 
Our Vilner Ghetto was liquidated. 

O^jash^d into the streets, we were led toward the Rosa-meadows 
There, men were separated from women 
Young ones from old 

And you want to know what my Liza did? 

Liza sacrificed her life! 

She pushed me away from herself and Cyla. 

She went to her death to Majdanek. 



ESTHER GASTWIRTH 




LEF T OR RIGH T - 


fi 


It was getting roomier and sadder in the Vilner Ghetto. 

The war was lasting much too long. 

There were sad talk about the liquidation of the Ghetto. 

The young ones fled to the underground, into the forest 

More and more build malinas - hiding places 

Under a stot/e, behind a wall, underground, anyplace . . . 

On Rosh Hashana morning we got orders to leave the Ghetto. 

Again with small belongings we marched 

Chased towards the Rosa-Meadows on a dreary rainy day. 

Behind, there were dogs and shooting and bombing 
Explosions and people dying 

In front, separations - men from women . . . 

Little todlers from an orphanage with little packages 
Topled down from the muddy hill into the shrubery 
Mothers pushing their own infants down the hill 
In hope some good souls will pick them up 
Before the German dogs will find them . . . 
and shoot them mercilessly. 

All night it was raining and it was cold, so cold,.' 

In the morning a new separation: young from old 
The older group with small children on the left. 

I, among 200 younger women 

were chased towards the station and pushed into the trains. 

Death trains . . . 

Crowded like cattle there was an odor of death 
Choaked with fright and nassau, held continously 
We were moving along Polish countryside 
Through the siland and crual land . . . 

When the doors opened we faced barbed wire 
and weird creatures in gray uniforms 
My first thought wg^ that these are 
inmates from a crazy house. 

Separated from our cloth and hair 
familites, names, dignity 

Fitted in the striped uniforms of the camp of Keiserwald in Rigs Lotvia. 


ESTHER GASTWIRTH DYKMAN 

from Poland, Vilno 















APPEL 


Before the crack of dawn, 

Or late into the night, 

Twice a day we stood for hours 
On appels - to be counted. 

In pouring rain, snow or hail, regardless, 

Hungry and weak in the striped prison g^arb 
On long, long lines we stood for hours 
On Appels - to be counted . . . 

Kiservalt, a camp full of electric wires. 

Barracks full of prisoners, all kinds but not even. 
German murderers and political prisoners 
thieves and gunmen all kinds of law breakers 
- the hatred of the Jew joined them with our wardens. 


We stood listening to the whistles, dogs barking and shooting. 
Supporting our weak and sick or shielding them 
we stood for hours 

on the Appels - to be counted . . • 

Far away on the other end the Arians were dispersed. 

Now they can eat their hot meals 

While our erzatz coffee or watery soup was getting cold, 

We stood in the bitting cold with our last strength 
On Appel - to be counted . . . 

I watched the gay sparks from the chimneys 
Dancing so freely into the sky. 

There was the silent moon and the distant stars 
Proof of the normal world, so blind and deaf . . . 

How much longer? 

Finally they come with their wild dogs, guns and Whips 
We froqfee . . . 

While we were looked over and counted 
Some sick and weak were pulled out 

Anyone showing any emotions were pulled out too . . . 

Our lives were so cheap . . . 

After a long agonizing time 

The twice-aday Appel was over * 

We could proceed our tortured life in the camps 
Waiting for the world to come to its senses. 

ESTHER GASTWIRTH DYKMAN 

born in Vilno, Poland 






"An irp n umbrgLla ipi-P them , and then slowly open it 

"J v/odicl put them iht<? d. p>i-1- fuAl of poisonous snakes 

"fwokQ Vhfem on d prt ( like pi qc" 

ON and: on each one of us 

tried too ease the pa ip by Curbing • 

Pale with c lanched fists, we uttered curses 

while ihe piercing scbrills of screams 

full of pain penetrat&ithe walls of the barracks. 

Like a full cup can’t take an extra drop 
sower® Our grieving hearts braeking now . 

It was just Unberable to take this sounds of whips 

and $Cr£dns and screams of pain... 

In the labor camp of A.E.G.in Fordon 

ifhere Was among us a hal|-wit 

Wo. <i 1 dr>" t think she Jewish 

She performed simple jobs in the electric factory 
and shared our tortured lives... 

W^e witnessed a lot of cruelty from the Nazi 
but to have pleasure from hitting a dummy? 

And foi' What? . . . 

for picking a potatoe pill out of the gabarge. 

It was forbotten ! 

I 1 tell you there was nothing better : i. 
ihan d potatoe-pill held to the wall of a stove 
and tohdn sandwich*! between breed and margerine 
at Was a delight': 1 ' 

We '/©A ri.sk it-it mqnt death... 

Ala, {-foe toe. 1 f wit did not remember^rders 
hunger Wcl$ hose. 
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ow sho was bein': whipped and whipped 
and the air was full of her painfull screams 
y*trb qife«t©4 teeth ,all t>aIt and sick 

With clenched fifts till they bleed 
V© cti'rsed and cursed ...Animals! 

Whan finally they throw her body out on top of the gabarge 
fo/e- all cried fcr 3.11 the time-for the first time. 

Reremeber what I said ; 

"If we will remain a Live the Jewish population 
ot the entire world will have to carry us 
or) $ golden tray"- What a thought... 


ESTHER GASTWIRTH _-DYKMAN 
FROM VILNO POLAND. 








YOM KIPPUR 


On an early autumn morning, 

from under a mound-from underground 

a column of Jewish women prisoners appeared. 

They walked into the sunshine, blinking their eyes 
pale faces and shaven heads, 

garbed in striped-prison cloth, they carried shovels. 

Jewish slaves under the Nazi regime in 1944. 

The day was clear and beautiful 

with little puffs of clouds swimming in the sky. 

Birds were giving a concert 

in praise of the goodness of Mother Nature. 

The poor women eyes fearfully the new surroundings 

and you could hear muffled sighs and groans 

as they forced their weakened bodies towards the forest. 

A big contract with the beauty of the surroundings. 

Since they were transferred from Riga 
from the factory of A.E.G. 
into this medieval Polish ford 

The Jews were forced to spend their meager time underground. 

Working, fixing cables and other electrical equipment. 

From Riga in cattle trains they traveled long uncertain days and nights 
chased through the drawbridge, kept a long day on appeal 
Frightened, hungry and so weak some fainted. 

Expecting the worst from the Germans 

towards the end of a long and losing war . . • 

Working and sleeping underground. 

Only on Sunday afternoons, only for a couple of hours _ 

were the Jewish women allowed to go up ~~ 
to see the daylight and breathe fresh air. 

Only for a short time to glance longingly at the green grass 
and tall trees and sparkling clean river 
across the channel of the ford. 

Just looking and longing and dreaming of freedom 
which looked further, fading away . . . 

With victories of war turning away from them 
the Germans became bolder in killing the Jews. 

Now as the group crossed the bridge and nearing the forest 
ideas of running away were forming: 

f, Sand into their eyes and we will kill them with the shovels 11 
We had to restrain Dobka who always plotted daring escapes. 

"Run where" - snapped Flora - "the forest isn’t big 
the population is German and unfriendly." 

"I" - added Flora - "am not taking any chances 
I am not going to make it easy for the Germans to kill me. 

I PLAN TO LIVE AND BE A WITNESS TO THEIR ATROCITIES 

We will make films and write books 

and tell the whole world" 

That motivated us not to take risks, we had a reason to live. 





JANUARY 22, 1945 
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IT WAS STILL NIGHT WHEN THE WHISTLES START BLOWING 

The shouts "Herous herous” mingled with shots 

We jumped from our bunks into the dark night 

What now? Covered in our blankets we shivered with cold 

We were given extra bread and soap and blankets 

And rushed into the highway beyond the gates 

While shots rung in our hospital and the barracks set on fire. 

The Germans are running, But we couldn T t rejoice 
We could be killed now sooner. 

Gone now was their composure and assurance and pleasure 
They always had in doing their nasty job. 

Impatient now and mean and dangerously angry 
The Germans were running from the Soviets. 

Chasing us - and shooting us on the muddy road. 

Stumbling and dragging we were forced to rush 
And we walked and walked and couldn’t stop 
We throw away the heavy blankets and soap 
Some fell and fainted and were shot 
On the muddy road. 

I dragged Raja with me and hardly could walk anymore 
And death was right behind us 
And fear chased us and forced our feet 
To go on . . . and on . . . 

The road crowded now with horses and loaded wagons 

All moved into the ravines, when trucks and cars passed by 

All of German officers while the young German soldiers, some wounded 

On their crutches moved on, throwing sorry looks at us 

Finally seeing us and themselves 

Running away fearfully from the Soviets . • . 

The cold short January day was getting darker 
We hardly could move anymore. 

Watching the trees light flickered in the farm houses 
Some of us run behind the trees, some were shot . . . 

And we dragged our feet some more. 

One moment I was going to stop, there was a rumor 
We are nearing a town where we will be allowed to stop. 

And I moved on dragging Raja with me. 

Our feet were so heavy and aching but we moved on 

Our heads aching and with no more feeling, no more thoughts 

And suddently in front of me on the horizon 

There it was, a town and houses and smoke from chimneys 

A place to rest . . . 

And I found out that mirages really exist. 

We come to the longest bridge on the Vilia River. 

Chased through the bridge with horses and trucks 
And full of soldiers running from the Soviets 
Raja feeling now heavier and heavier . . . 

Finally we made it over and into a big building 
There we fell on the floor and fainted. 



When I opened my eyes and had to go to the outhouse 

My feet didn’t more and I crawled on my knees 

between huge machines and paper, holding on to a huge wheel. 

This wheel moved into the ground through a hold. 

I motioned to my friend Raja to follow me 
and we slid into a mushy and powdery mess. 

We lay there in the dark, like mice 
with our hearts pounding in our throats. 

While the rest of the Jewish women were assembled 
the air full of shouts and shots and commands 
and footsteps and flashlights overhead. 

Soom they will find us . . . But the Soviets were too near 

their fright too big. We were left behind - we couldn’t believe it!!!! 

It’s hard to say when I woke up and could move my legs 

It was dark and shots and bombs were booming all around us . . . 

We crawled out into this huge darkened space full of black machines 

And we shivered, there were ghosts moving towards us 

But then we laughed and laughed with all the other ghosts 

Ghosts in pointed blankets over their heads crawling out from under the machines. 
In the paper factory in Fordon over the Visla. 

We were still in danger with the bombs and buildings falling 

The battle was fierce, lasted seven days 

Mostly unconscious with no food, missing water mostly 

We lay there among the white toilet paper 

Dreaming of a huge bowl with sparkling water. . . 

The morning of the 22nd of January 

A man with hot soup and bread came into the factory 
and yelled out with Joy: 

WOMEN YOU ARE FREE! ! ! 

We run across the yard stepping into the deep white snow 
We run to a house deserted now, left in a hurry like we did 
Deserted by Germans running away . . . 

We looked and the first thing it struck me was the colors 
Bright red and green and gay yellow and blue 
For years everything was so gray and black around me 
I played the piano and looked through books with joy 
And took some cloth and run into the road. 

There in front of us - were Russian soldiers 
Looked at us like they were seeing ghosts 
And muttered 
YOU STILL ALIVE ? ? ? 

YES, WE ARE ALIVE, WE REMAINED ALIVE TO REMIND THE WORLD 
OF THE AWFUL THINGS MANKIND IS CAPABLE OF. 

ESTHER GASTWIRTH DYKMAN 

born in Vilno, Poland 
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NO DATES, PLEASE 




Just don't ask me about fetes. 

There were no calendars on our walls. 

Our days and hours were uncertain and numbered 
All Jews were on a conveyer belt 
Moving towards the crmatoriums all the time 
Only we didn’t know this . . • 

If the war would last a little longer 
There would not be any witnesses. 


The moment the Germans entered Vilno 

That was in 1941 - they took my father 

from our home, with the radio on his shoulder. 

They took him to work in a labor camp 
just for a couple of days. 

They took my father and ninety prominent Jews. 

When a young Polish boy came to us 

and told us that he was shot in Ponar 

with all the others, we didn’t believe him. 

Then the Jews were forbidden to walk on the sidewalks 
Only with the horses on the cobblestone roads. 

And with a yellow star on our fronts and backs. 

The Pollacks with smirks on their faces. 


I can't tell you the date it was 

But I can describe the fright 

When Jews were dragged out of their homes 

during an action, and I was shaking nervously 

Covering my little sister’s ears an eyes. 

The panic and fright and nausea and pain 
and numbness and anger and helplessness . . . 

That I can tell you, the bitter feeling in my mouth, 
the pounding of hearts, 

the weakness in my body ... 

This I can't forget ... It is still wi m 

Pushed into seven little narrow streets of the Ghetto 
We just tried to survive, each day at a time. 

Taken to work each morning, for hours , 

We stayed in lines for bread and toilets and bath . . 

Shaken every time with more actions, 
more innocent Jews taken to their eat 
Who could keep track of dates. 

Like a big hammer hit over your head 
Shocked into numbness, disbelief and e p essn 
And yet not loosing hope waiting for the end, 
this craziness, unrealness and this nightmare. 



Then the Ghetto was liquidated, 

Men separated from the women, 

Young from old and^jick. 

Torn away from my mother and sister . . • 


We were pushed into cattle trains . . . 
Don’t ask me for dates 

When you think that this is your last day 
you don’t care what date it is! 


The train stopped in front of a concentration camp 

in Riga, Kizarwald 

And to our surprise . . . 

Instead of guns and gas . . . 

We were greeted by stripped-garbed prisoners. 

There on narrow n Nares” - shelf-like, sleeping places 

Arzats coffee, molded bread, soup with worms 

Soap like tasting margarine, never enough, always hungry. 

And endless long Appels* in the morning and at night 
And guards with gunds Aufseherins* with whips and dogs 
and sickness and wounds and lice ... 

Torn away from homes and families, dragged into nothingness 
Stripped from our cloth, shaven heads 
Treated worse than animals 

I divided time from the day when the Germans took away my father. 


my mother, grandmother, sister, aunts and uncles, 
good school friends, cousins — whole town gone . . . 

Less and less hope each day, less and less Jews. 

This war was much too long - the time and days got lost 
into a gray frightening nightmare never ending . . . 


Clinging to my memories 

X tried to keep my hope alive - I was only 16. 

How long was it when at fourteen 
I still had a normal life, 

A home, a family, food and my favorite apple pie. 

At night, I tried to bring back Friday night - 

lighted candles, the smell of cooking 

mingled with the smell of all family baths . . . 

Once during this black tortured life, one morning 
I woke up all by myself and for a fleeting moment 
I felt normal, seeing the sun on the tree, so free and bright 
and I felt good - only for a fleeting moment . . . 

There were long hungry days of hard work. 

Long hours standing on Appels 

Long lines for rations, toilets and baths. 

At night hunting for lice between the seams of our cloth. 

And just a little bit of hope 
Fluttering in my heart, like a weak bird. 

For how long? 


* APPELS - Counting of prisoners. 

* AUFSEHERIN - Woman warden. 



DEAR SECOND GENERATION 
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To my dear child 

Who asked me, looking at my writings 
"Why now, mother, after all these years?" 

What shall I say? I must tell you 
You must know now; 

It was not easy to hide. 

In the beginning when I said anything 

concerning the Holocause 

The face in front of me fell, huggered, 

The eyes of the listener became hollow 

Hollow, reflecting the black hole of the Holocaust. 

I stopped my sa^d tales 

the listeners had had families, all gone. 

It was too painful . . . 

I tried to bury my memories each day 
And let the wounds heal. 

But I couldn't bury my feelings, 

They come to haunt me 

When a dog barked or any animosity against the Jew. 
Frightens me to death. 

I suffered with each victim of a war far away 
Every refugee is me all over again. 

It is all coming back 
In my nightmares 

The Germans are still chasing me 

And I still hide in the darV\ holes of the Ghetto 

And I wake up with the fright and pain of the Holocaust. 

I get up, force a smile on my face. 

Why share miseries? 

Isn't that enough that Hitler got us. 

I will try he should not get you. 

I want you to be happy and free 
from the emotional sad ties 
and be good and understanding 

and never hate anybody, just because he is different. 

I want you to study further and achieve the goals 
I was stopped by the Nazi. 





You asked me "why now"? 

Is this the Nazi from Skoki 

Emerging with lies, "Holocause never happened". 

Wake up my memories. 

After all I am a witness of a most dreadful occurrence 

which I hope will never happen again 

and soon, when I will be gone 

Who is going to leave you the history 

of our people sufferings 

and importance of being a Jew? 

And make sure it should never happen again!!! 


ESTHER GASTWIRTH 


Vilno, Poland 
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MY HERITAGE. in WILNO POLAND. 

Towards the end of th^ war ^ ^ 

among the dirty and smoky ruins of Gdansk 
Russian soldiers marched through the streets 
German and Polish^ women hui^iedly did their errands 
While the Jewish remnants, like ghosts, roamed aimlessly, 
Searching for their lost past and uncertain future... 

One morning a Russian aproached me. 

"I am going to give you an opportunity to revenge. 

And gave me a whip to torture the Germans. 

Here they are,the wives and mothers and dafehters 
of the murderers of your family. 

And there thfcyfaced me ,oh, so frightened now ,so helpless, 
the very ones who closed thi-er eyes and hearts 
to our sufbrings... 

The ones who witnessed so many crimes against the Jews. 

The onesjwh chillingly enjoyed the goods and gold and fursr ,} 
stolen from us -used shades from our skins 
soap from our fats... 

IS THERE PUNISHMENT TO FIT SUCH CRIMES? 

Frightened now they hud?.ed together . 

They were ordered to gather and clean brick. 

How well i knew this job - my hands were still bleeding... 

As T was ready to lift the whip- a vision of my grandmother 
with her white hair and a Sidur in her hand 
come floating ta-wards m^and whispered*.. 

I lowered my hand and gave the whip back to the suprised Russian 
I also gave him my grandmothers massage; 

"It dogs not fit a Jew" 


VO i>oO k 





As ^ Poland towards England 

with I^Jewishoorphans^ 

I took with me my grandmother teachigs; 

WHAT IS PROPER FOR A JEW. 

I also took with me my fathers *<love for Erec, 

My mothers adoration for poetry,opera and ballet. 

My litle sisters frightenpdvface- ^ace- 
inspired me towards tenderness and care... 

I was not quite alone as I left this cruel land. 

ESTHER GASTWIRTH ( DYKMAN) 

bornjin WILNO, POLAND 
' Nov. 3 1980 




REMEMBRANCE DAY 


Our fathers in their wisdom 
Recorded events in the Holy Books. 

These facts are like bricks. 

Glued together by holidays and customs. 

It is our foundation, whicri keeps us together. 


We have Queen Esther's Magillah 

And when Purim comes with plays, cakes and sweets 
We bring our forefarther's troubles, sorrows and victories 
Back to us to relieve, understand and support us. 

That's our history, our foundation, our Torah. • 

And the Exodus from Egypt - freedom from slavery 
"Next Year in Jerusaleum" - This message 
echoed through generations 
Kept our hopes alive 
Strength growing 

Till we turned our dreams into reality. 

And now, it's time, after thirty five years 
To commemorate the facts, which shook 
The world like a volcano. 

This event was so unbelievable 
That 'til this day, people say 
"Did this really happen?" 

How could we let the Nazis-devils 

take over nations and make them 

kill everyone who was kind, wise and human? 

How can we depend upon civilization? 

Can logic or psychiatry explain it? 

When at the height of modernization 

We let the animal take over 

To bring ruination even to their own? 

Who will carry the bitter facts of Halocaust 
Through future generations and shield them from doom? 

Can this merely be trusted to books and films 
Libraries and archives and such? 

Then, in our foundation will be a crack, no brick 
If the story of Holocaust won't be there. 

If not us, than who?_ —- 

So I hope it will be permanently planned in the Holy Books 
And on the calendars and in our hearts 
A day of remembrance, a day of sorrow, 

A day for love and understanding, 

A day to stretch our hearts and hands for peace! 


And never again!I 
And then I hope will 
To be enjoyed by All 


be a time for life 






HEROS 


Since all times a hero wore a shinning armore, 

With a sword, a gun or a bora • 

He supposed to protect his ow 
and kill the enemy.... 

So killing and hate and bloodshed 
and suffering were going on for g 
While the heros were honored, 
praised and put on the pedestal 
For generations to follow... 

Why? 

are men or women of reason 
2L> h tried to survive and help others. 

Myheros cherished peace and happiness 
and did everything to preserve it. 

And persuade the young ones 
4 - 0 do the same. 

To stretch time out in hope 

^d t l S eavr n the W horri e £y 1 ing ky tunne U 1 9 o£ the Holocust-alive... 
There was a Mr. Guns the hear1 of °« Vilner-dudenrat. 

He took the most difficult jo Ghetto, 

to help the Germans to keep order 

There were meetings in th ® R ^e jewish^opulation 
in this huge auditorium, to^the^ew^^^P 

he would say. Trus listen to me , 

and^e'kept” repeating "We will live, we will live." 

And we believed him, there was nothing we could do anyway 

And than there were the doctors heal 

who labored in the hospitals and tried 
without medicine or food... 

And hide some young one, h Dolice inan 

and lets not forget worker"with hidden food... 

Letting through a Jewish worker wit 

Keeping order and selecting the sic 
to throw a bone to the Mermens 
that was the hardest my heros di .. 

In hope that someone will surviv 
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The mothers giving up their children, 

They tore their hearts out in hope 
the little one may survive... 

The fathers suffocating his own baby 
his crying could bring in the Germans 
into the malinas*. 

The mothers running away from their daughters 

in hope that their daughters will have a better change 

to survive without them... 

And the Christians who saved a child 
and gave them up, still loving him 
they were heros too 
the peasants who gave us bread 
not many, but to those who did • 

I am nominating them for my HEROS... 

These were not sheeps going to the concentration camps 
These were victims of generation of hate 
nurished in the schools and churches. 

So historians make over your llstory 

and leave real heros f^r t' ture generation 

to follow and admire 

Men of wisdom and r<cd fon 

Men of heart.!!! 

Esther Gastwirth 

*Hiding places in the Ghetto. 
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April 14, 1981 


THE_STONE_AND.THE.FLAp, 


I WILL DEPOSIT THE STONE* 

WHICH HAS WHEIGHED SO HEAVELY ON MY HEART 
SINCE THE YEARS OF HITLER"S HOLOCAUST 
IN THE SHADOWS OF YAD VASHEM. 

THERE IN THE DARKNESS 
ARE NAMES OF CONCENTRATION CAMPS 

WHERE SO MANY INNOCENT VICTIMS PERISHED. 

THERE IN THE DARKNESS AND SILENCE 

ARE YOU READY TO HEAR THEIR CRY FOR HELP 
FOR YOUR GRANDCHILDREN? 

"REACH OUT TO EVERYONE WITH GOOD WILL 

AND HELP THEM TO GET RID OFF HATE AND PREJUDICE 
WHICH IT WAS FED FOR GENERATIONS 

UNITE WITH A COMMON GOAL: 

PEACE AND HAPPINESSlFOR ALL.” 


THERE AT YAD VASHEM I WILL PICK UP 
THE FLAME*OF HOPE , 

CARRY IT TO ALL CORNERS OF THE WORLD 
AND SHOUT TO ALL MANKIND: 

"JOIN FOR CREATION OF A NEW AND FREE MORALITY" 

*At the.world gathering of Jewish Holocaust Survivors in June of 1981 
survivors were asked to bring a rock. 

** There is a continuously burning flame at ^ad Vashem. 
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yHAT po TQU TELL YOUR CHILDREN ? 


low do they like to have you for a parent? 

,z\ They must have hidden thoughts, dreadful nightmares. 

SJ \ 
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it's tough to know your parents were murderers. 

t hs eze/'/gva 

Hirst you chose Hitler for your leader, 

Hot objecting to the hate he legitimized. 

You may not have been the one who pushed people into the ovens, 

Or the one who poured gas into the crematoriums. shoulc 

Neither were you the one who selected who should live, or who , die 
You didn't guide the gheJ;os or camos. 

You didn't even build the ovens. 

You didn't manufacture soap from human fats, 

You didn't buy or sell lampshades made from human skins. 

You were not the doctor who experimented on twins. 

Or the nurse who threw live Jewish babies from the roof tops. 

V/ere you a soldier who saw wagons of human transports? 

They were re.,dy for slaughter—everyone knew. You didn't object! 
Or the housewife who didn't question where all this silver and 
furs, the pianos and paintings and jewelry had come from. 
Nobody questioned — everybody knew!! 

The evidence k/AS there. 


Your children don't ask you — they know you won't confess 
Only tell them lies. 

They don't even ask you "Is the Berlin wall like a ghetto wall?" 
,*(.</ £h-sy are ashamed, afraid, and feel guilty. 

./hat can they answer tl&e-i r children? 

If your grandchildren will ask them? 

Is it true? Bid your generation do that? 

It's unbelievable — How do you and yours feel when you say 
"I fyi A G-£PJ ; iAn." Everyone will see a murderer 
l/no never said he is sorry. 


Ky childr en Cask me with pride, with dignity and LOVE 
TELL AB ABOUT THE HOLOCAUST. 


y 


ESTHER DYEB1AH OASTv/IRTII 
Born in V/ILiiO, POLAND 







April 16, 1981 


NEW MORALITY 


When the Germans stormed our town of Wilno, Poland,-1, at 17 was shocked 
and horrified to witness the cruelties of which men are capable, and in 
despair my heart and mind cried out: 

"WHERE IS THE REST OF THE WORLD"? 

I believed that there must be some human beings who disapproved of 
HilterJdevilish actions, but they were hopelessly defenseless. 

In the Ghetto and camps I heard whispers: 

"IF WE WOULD ONLY BE BETTER ORGANIZED". 

Unfortunately, the wide-world sufferings and prosecutions did not end 
with Hitler's Holocaust. 

And here we are suffering with each innocent prosecuted victim silipntly 
and hopelessly helpless. 

If Hitler and his kind could inspire a nation with their cruel ideas 
and plunge countries into tragic wars, why cannot the well-intentioned 
majority be organized, too? 

I am sure there exists a vast majority all over the world who longs 
for peace and happiness. 

We should reach out to each other, man to man, heart to heart.and mind 
to mind. 

With a common goal to improve the future for all mankind, we should 
be able c through discussions and studies and perseverance to find 
and form » A NEW MORALITY". 

It won't be easy to shed from everybody's mind and heart layers of 
of prejudice, hate and fear we were fed for generations. 

With trouble brewing all over the world, it may seem impossible to 
unite everybody to think and act alike, but we must try to open 
a venue of communication. Wit^d respect for each other, study of each 
other's wishes and desires, we may hopefully get organized and help 
the future generations to have a new healthy morality. 

Therefore, at the world-wide gathering of survivors of the Holocaust we 
should get organized to commemorate the mar^rs and help the new generation 

"IF NOT WE THAN WHO"? 

ESTHER GASTWIRTH DYKMAN 
FROM WILNO POLAND 
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THE STONE AND THE FLAME, 
++======================: 


I WILL DEPOSIT THE STONE* ** 

WHICH HAS WHEIGHED SO HEAVELY ON MY HEART 
SINCE THE YEARS OF HITLER"S HOLOCAUST 
IN THE SHADOWS OF YAD VASHEM. 


THERE IN THE DARKNESS 
ARE NAMES OF CONCENTRATION CAMPS 

WHERE SO MANY INNOCENT VICTIMS PERISHED. 

THERE IN THE DARKNESS AND SILENCE 

ARE YOU READY TO HEAR THEIR CRY FOR HELP 
FOR YOUR GRANDCHILDREN? 


"REACH OUT TO EVERYONE WITH GOOD WILL 

AND HELP THEM TO GET RID OFF HATE AND PREJUDICE 
WHICH IT WAS FED FOR GENERATIONS 


UNITE WITH A COMMON GOAL: 
PEACE AND HAPPINESSjFOR ALL 


If 


THERE AT YAD VASHEM I WILL PICK UP 
THE FLAME*OF HOPE , 

CARRY IT TO ALL CORNERS OF THE WORLD 
AND SHOUT TO ALL MANKIND: 

"JOIN FOR CREATION OF A NEW AND FREE MORALITY" 


*At the world gathering of Jewish Holocaust Survivors in June of 1981 
survivors were asked to bring a rock. 

** There is a continuously burning flame at Vad Vashem. 
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V/HAT DC YOU TELL YOUR CHILDREN ? 


/A ^1 do they like to have you for a parent? 

.>h They must have hidden thoughts, dreadful nightmares. 


it’s tough to know your parents were murderers. 

THl- (?£ 

7irst you chose Hitler for your leader, 

Not objecting to the hate he legitimized. 

You may not have been the one who pushed people into the ovens, 

Cr the one who poured gas into the crematoriums. should 

Neither were you the one who selected who should live, or who die. 
You didn't guide the ghettos or camps. 

You didn't even build the ovens. 

You didn't manufacture soap from human fats, 

You didn't buy or sell lampshades made from human skins. 

You were not the doctor who experimented on twins. 

Or the nurse who threw live Jewish babies from the roof tops, 
here you a soldier who saw wagons of human transports? 

They were re-dy for slaughter—everyone knew. You didn't object! 

Or the housewife who didn't question where all this silver and 
furs, the pisnos and paintings and jewelry had come from. 
Nobody questioned — everybody knew!! 

The evidence ;/AS there. 


Your children don't ask you — they know you won't confess 
Only tell them lies. 

They don't even ask you "Is the Berlin wall like a gh^to wall'. 1 
,* u/ £hr©y are ashamed, afraid, and feel guilty. 

V/hat can they answer their children? 

If your grandchildren will ask them? 

Is it true? Bid your generation do that? 

It's unbelievable — How do you and yours feel when you say 
"I AM A GERMAN." Everyone will see a murderer 
./ho never said he is sorry. 


My children ask me with pride, with dignity and nOVE: 

TELL ME ABOUT THE HOLOCAUST. 

rf S 
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ESTHER DYKMAN G-ASTUIRTII 
Born in ,/ILNO, POLAND 







The survivors were despaired to leave Poland ;anti-Semitism still existed and some 
Jews were being killed when they came to the small villages where they used to live. 
1 - 29-09 


The Stolen Children. Autobiography. 

After the war with the Nazis, the Polish town of Lodz .became a center for the 
Jewish survivors. The streets were crowded with remaining Jews who survived the 
concentration camps,also with those who were hiding ,in the forests, fighting the 
Germans and refugees, who came back from Russia. They were walking the streets, 
looking for their lost past and uncertain future. 

The apartments that they occupied, were crowded with people sleeping on the 
floor.Commities were registering the Jews and distributing coupons for food and 
clothing,, which were supplied by Hayas., the American Jewish organization. There, the 
survivors were able to find out,.if any of their family registered,Naturly,mostly were 
disappointed. 

I was just freed from a camp but sad and depressed .loosing everybody and 
everything. 

We were mostly young .We were Nazis’ slaves working all the time. The older Jews 
were killed 

We were just remnants of the vibrant Jewish population of Europe. 

Like the rest of the survivors I was walking the main street of this town, seeking a 
familiar face, Once ,1 met a neighbor from my town. It was a treasure ;somebody who 
remembered my father mother my little sister, my grandmother my aunts and cousins. 


1 


The survivors were despaired to leave Poland ;anti-Semitism still existed and some 
Jews were being killed when they came to the small villages where they used to live. 
Just knowing that somebody else remembered them ment that they really existed. We 
walked the street together back and forth, reminiscing. 

The Jewish survivors were desperate to leave Poland .Anti-Semitism still existed 
and some Jews were being killed when they come back to claim their property in the 
small villages where they used to live, 

The Polish government opened schools. In six month they tried to cramp in a 
year of education. I was going every day but I, who always was a good student, could 
not understand a word ,1 was too depressed. 

Young men and women met, formed friendship in a day or two and were getting 
married. Once e I was visiting a friend ,who survived in hiding Her cousin came in and 
declared that she just met a young man she liked She gathered her meager belongings 
and was going with him. They would try to reach Israel and they were leaving 
immediately. 

I attended weddings People felt lonely, and formed relationship in a hurry. 

I remembered that Molly Pickon was the first entertainer who came to Poland from 
U..S.,A.,to make us feel better.. There, in the small theater, we were standing, packed 
like sardines, excited to see an American Jew. 

Then, one day I met a guy that I knew from school. He.survived the war in 
Russia with his younger brother and mother. We became friends and we met every day 
and walked the streets together. 

One day, he asked me, if I would help him in his work. He told me that he works 
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The survivors were despaired to leave Poland ;anti-Semitism still existed and some 
Jews were being killed when they came to the small villages where they used to live, 
for a religious French organization. He and another young Jew traveled to villages or 
towns and visit Polish families who rescued little Jewish babies while their parents were 
being killed by the Nazis .1 agreed to help him. 

That evening I met my friend and he directed me to a building and apologized 
that he had to blindfold me We walked up many steps, and entered a noisy apartment 
. When I could see I found myself with seven little children They were four to seven 
years old. They all spoke Polish and wanted their parents, who were the Polish people 
who saved them and brought them up. 

I was explained, that the Polish people were offered money ,but some refused 
and then the Jewish guys had to kidnap the orphans. 

I, with another young woman, fed the children .gave each one a bath and 
prepared them to sleep They all knelled and said their catholic prayers. 

Only the seven year old little boy, remembered another mother and father and knew 
that he was Jewish. We tried to sing Jewish songs and tried to get them to sleep, 

Next day, when I asked my friend, how are the children he said “They are all on 
their way to France.now”and then he asked “.Will you come to help us when we will 
have more children?”. 

I promised 


THE END. BY ESTHER GATWIRTH 
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/ /o/o CftOS^ 5(SffiVo?$ Uccfyief , 

O&l&el, Oytec/sfrte^i/ 

'ff 'tya/ly iv& uws 
A?ou,no/eA oo-ie p^sf 

Cfy'HietfZtjf ^ 7 Cow u// &/£# ?^e iVtf/e/c/ 
sfyfi/ocause ScHevrV&es- /jo^?e, &£ 

OJe&twfe'm! 

OUj <0 OC*S 'drfe. cJ&C^/>z<&ey&t!/^ 

P&tMqylJ (J7 '& o£j W^ CU4{/ 

OckJy Auu{& <s>cvte b-ec^s 
0/kJy Aesee use. cauo rm^u/PA/ - fo^fA/^/P. 

OJsRVbJ, OJete^v/zw/ 

Alj folfacuCS cffif/f Ty Coi Tko tet/f? 
you, hcct/C ou/t? heae/s 
I4/& cJnztiu h aa/ J/e*s yb^o 
ftbief use p/eoy jk/e jfvu/s zv/?('/?<&/ 
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